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Linda Stojak’s pictures, showing the figure in complete isolation, challenge us.  
They are arresting because the human body, however rudimentarily rendered, is always 
about us.  The figure is a vessel filled with meaning, since we are in theory capable of 
feeling whatever the rendered person undergoes.  We are pretty good at decoding the 
feelings and thoughts lurking behind the poses and gestures of bodies, and the 
expressions of faces, however schematically portrayed, for we know both how our own 
bodies and those of the people we interact with reveal the inner self.  The human body 
conveys emotion more easily than, say, a depicted landscape, or still-life.  There is no 
more loaded subject.  Linda Stojak, who needs to bear her feelings, paints the figure. 

 
The impact figures make upon us has relatively little to do with verisimilitude, 

witness the extraordinary, oddly impassive, schematic, monumental Archaic Greek 
kouros at The Metropolitan Museum of Art, which is both distant and –perhaps therefore- 
unusually moving all at once.  Stojak is interested in archaism.  Like the anonymous 
Greek artist, we have the impression that she too is discovering the human body, as it 
were, for the first time.  Her paintings have that rawness to them.  Like the 6th century 
BCE Greek sculptors and the Egyptian artists who preceded them, Stojak renders 
elementary -and therefore universal- poses.  Her figures are shown in full frontal view 
with their arms placed along their sides and their legs situated one next to the other, or in 
full frontal view with their arms spread, or lying almost in pure profile on their back with 
their legs dangling, or leaning forward in profile with both hands raised up to the face, or 
crouching in profile, etc.  It is as if Stojak is re-discovering a vocabulary of poses.  Art 
seeks to reveal what is as yet unknown. 

 
Stojak’s figures are in a state of becoming, or breaking down –they thus offer a 

remarkable evocation of our very lives.  Their brittle outlines and loose facture suggest 
more or less imminent dematerialization.  Stojak’s actors transcend the laws governing 
both the body and the here and now, as the artist places her figures in front of painterly, 
more or less monochrome fields, without a hint of architecture or landscape, and barely a 
suggestion of an interior or open air.  I say barely, for we tend to read a figure lying on a 
bed as being situated indoors, witness “Figure 11” (2004).  The bodies are surrounded by 
open space on all four sides, which gives them a floating quality.  For even those 
appearing to stand in frontal view are, in fact, not standing, since their feet point 
downwards.  The figure of “Untitled” (2003), with the feet placed horizontally, stands in 
profile on top of a black void with both hands raised to the face, from which a torrent of 
medium pours down.  It is as if this person were dissolving into tears in front of our very 
eyes.   

 
Stojak’s figures are almost always naked -therefore vulnerable- and in singular 

isolation, with nothing but indefinite space around them.  Exceptionally, “Figure 8” 
(2004) depicts a woman in full frontal view against a black ground, removing a garment 
as white as her skin -though dripping pink- gathered at this very instant above her 



shoulders and masking her head.  In “Figure 11” (2004), another exception, the 
protagonist, as white as the sheet beneath him, lies face down on top of a bed seen in 
strict profile.  Other figures occasionally sit or lie down, though it is not always clear 
upon what.  Their nudity highlights their loneliness, which may turn into melancholia or 
even despair, although some paintings suggest a figure before or after the act of making 
love.  Amor vincit omnia.  “Figure 27” (2005), unusual for its dramatic cropping of the 
protagonist’s legs, shows a woman as white as milk with her knees pulled up, her left arm 
placed over her head and her right arm stretched out, against a field of flaming red that 
bleeds both into and onto her body.  The languor of her pose evokes Delacroix’s felines 
seen through the broad simplifications of form and bold use of color of Matisse.  This 
female, whose body trembles in space, literally drips with satisfaction.  Stojak aims for an 
impression of liquidity, in which things are seemingly in a state of flux.   

 
Linda Stojak delights in the materiality of the oil, a fluid medium allowing her to 

conjure bodies flipping back and forth between paint and the illusion of almost intangible 
flesh, as open as a wound.  She is an existentialist, who captures the pain that is part and 
parcel of being.  In this respect, as well as in the process of appearing and disappearing, 
her figures are reminiscent of those of Giacometti.  Stojak knows how much the viewer is 
able to project onto her paintings, filling in the gaps as it were -for the eye is all knowing.  
Thus, her drawing may remain tentative -as if it were searching the forms, which act we 
find deeply expressive- and the relation of part to part in the body approximate, for we 
can do with mere hints.  Stojak lavishes particular attention upon the densely layered, at 
times waxy, at other times velvety or flesh-like surfaces of her pictures -rich epidermises 
filled with the history of their own generation. 


